A Stroll along the Strand

great glass jars and cruchons In the windows; altars of the green
turtle,, where it was brought alive and slain; counters loaded with
the golden saps of sugarcanes; the white sugarloaf, in sign and
emblem, in reminder of gaiters and pipeclay and the moustachlo'd
grenadiers; Tegg's printshop and the colourists at work; a tea and
coffee warehouse, terminus of the green tea hills; the seedsman
with a window of bright seed packets; the painted carnation and
the picotee; a baker's shop with, at back, the dusty clowns or scul-
lions of the oven; mercers and haberdashers who had slaves of the
needle working for them in the slums; elegant establishments
where there was not heard the weeping of the children; the clock-
shop and its traps for time; the funeral furnisher; sugar cakes for
weddings and baptisms; the tallow chandler; the shop of the East
Indiaman, with clothes to take out to India and Madeira and cur-
ries for the traveller returned; on and on, until we get to Ludgate
Hill and, climbing that, see the spire of St. Martin, Ludgate, giving
measure and proportion to the dome of St. Paul's. We are In Fleet
Street, in Grub Street; and It is before the stamping of the presses.
No one's ruin is called out on the hoardings.lt has not come to this:
the balloons of the barrage have not risen over greater London.
And we come back along the Strand of shops and warehouses.

The curious part of this perambulation, if we would have the
experience with our own eyes and senses and not surrender Into
another time, has the effect, precisely, of poverty among so many
riches. We may go where we will, and look into the windows, but
we have no money in our pockets. We are as the children who
gnaw a crust of bread and pass along the gutter. Our translation
from this time Into that other could be effected no more simply
than by making a purchase and having it handed, wrapped, or in a
parcel, across the counter. There would be a touch of hands, a
communion or sacrament, and such contact, perfunctory and
superficial, would be all we needed. We long, even, for a thing so
trivial as the folding of the paper and the knotting of the string.
To watch the packet being sealed, and the sealing-wax held Into
the flame. To ask the shopkeeper for a simple direction and be told
how many doors away, up or down the Strand. And, stepping
down into the street, to have living persons brush against us, hear
their voices, and stand still for a moment, at a corner, to listen to
the hurdygurdy,
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